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'ksj vkSj uUgha yky fpfM+;k

The Lion and the Little Red Bird

nksigj dk le; FkkA
uUgha yky fpfM+;k pgpgkrh gqbZ

b/j&m/j iQqnd jgh FkhA
vpkud mls ,d 'ksj fn[kkA

One afternoon,
a little red bird saw a lion
with a bushy green tail,
as green as the forest.
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mlus ,slk 'ksj igys dHkh ugha ns[kk FkkA
'ksj dh iwaN gjs jax dh Fkh &
,dne taxy ds iÙkksa tSlh gjhA

fpfM+;k us bruh vuwBh vkSj lqanj pht
igys dHkh ugha ns[kh FkhA
og 'ksj dh gjh iwaN dks
ns[kdj cgqr [kq'k gqbZA

The bird had never seen
anything so unusual

and so pretty.
Just looking at it made her happy.
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¶'ksj] 'ksj]¸ mlus iwNk]
¶rqEgkjh iwaN gjh D;ksa gS\¸

'ksj ml uUgha fpfM+;k dh cksyh le> ugha ik;kA
mls yxk fd fpfM+;k viuh eLrh esa cl pgpgk jgh gSA

'ksj dsoy eqLdjk;kA
fiQj og ukjaxh iQwyksa okys [ksr esa x;kA

'ksj us dbZ ukjaxh iQwy rksM+sA

“Lion, Lion!” she said.
“Why is your tail so green?”

The lion didn’t understand the bird’s language.
He thought she was simply chirping.

He smiled at her
and wandered down

to a field of orange flowers.
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fiQj mls ,d ukjaxh jax dh frryh fn[kkbZ nhA
'ksj cgqr nsj rd ml frryh dks idM+us
ds fy, mlds ihNs&ihNs nkSM+rk jgkA

uUgha fpfM+;k dks ;g lc ns[kdj cgqr vk'p;Z gqvkA
bruh nsj esa 'kke gks xbZA

if'pe esa <yrs lwjt dh ukjaxh xasn fn[kkbZ nsus yxhA
dqN nsj 'ksj ml ukjaxh xsan dh vksj pyrk jgk

The bird watched him roll and sniff
and chase butterflies,

then slowly walk west with the setting sun
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vkSj fiQj viuh xqiQk eas pyk x;kA
fpfM+;k Hkh Fkd xbZ FkhA

og ikl ds ,d isM+ ij cSBdj lqLrkus yxhA
og 'ksj dh iwaN dks nqckjk ns[kuk pkgrh FkhA

ijarq 'ksj viuh xqiQk esa ls ckgj gh ugha fudykA
blfy, fpfM+;k us isM+ ij ,d uje ?kksalyk cuk;kA

fiQj jkr dks og mlh esa nqcddj lks xbZA

and disappear into a cave.
The bird waited on a tree nearby.

She wanted to see the lion’s green tail again.
But the lion did not come out of the cave,

so the bird made herself a soft nest
and slept through the warm starry night.
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lqcg dks 'ksj viuh iwaN dks
iQVdkjrk gqvk xqiQk ls ckgj fudykA

mldh iwaN vc gjh ugha] cfYd ,dne ukjaxh jax dh Fkh &
iQwyksa tSlh ukjaxh] frrfy;ksa

tSlh ukjaxh] <yrs lwjt tSlh ukjaxhA
¶'ksj] 'ksj]¸ fpfM+;k pgpgkbZ] ¶rqEgkjh iwaN ukjaxh D;ksa gS\¸

'ksj fpfM+;k dh ckr dks le> u ik;kA
og fpfM+;k dks ns[kdj fliQZ eqLdjk;k

vkSj fiQj igkM+h ij p<+ x;kA
ogka ls og ,d mQaps f'k[kj ij p<+kA

In the morning the lion came out,
swishing his tail –

which was no longer green, but orange as a flower,
orange as a butterfly,

orange as the setting sun.
“Lion, Lion!” the bird chirped, astonished.

“Why is your tail so orange?”
Again, the lion did not understand the bird.

He smiled at her
and climbed over the hill
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f'k[kj ij uhys&pedhys vkleku ds
uhps ,d uhyh >hy Hkh FkhA

'ksj us vius iatksa dh Fkdku feVkus ds fy, mUgsa
>hy ds BaMs ikuh esa /ks;kA

fpfM+;k ;g lc dqN VdVdh yxk, ns[krh jghA
fnu <yrs le; 'ksj f'k[kj ls mrjdj
igkM+h ls uhps viuh xqiQk esa vk;kA

fpfM+;k ikl ds isM+ ij vius ?kksalys esa vkjke djus yxhA
'ksj dh iwaN ukjaxh dSls gqbZ\

og bl ds ckjs esa vVdysa yxkus yxhA

and up the mountain
to a deep blue lake

beneath a bright blue sky,
where he soaked his tired paws
while the bird watched nearby.

At the end of the day
the lion climbed

back down the mountain,
over the hill,

and home to his cave.
The bird settled down in the tree,
wondering, as the sky darkened,
about the lion and his orange tail.
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lqcg ds le;
'ksj dh iwaN dk jax fiQj cny x;k FkkA

mldh iwaN vc ukjaxh ugha FkhA
iwaN dk jax vc LoPN vkleku tSlk uhyk FkkA

iwaN vc igkM+h >hy ds fueZy ty dh rjg uhyh FkhA
¶'ksj] 'ksj]¸ fpfM+;k pgpgkbZ]

¶rqeus viuh iwaN dk jax ukjaxh ls uhyk dSls cnyk\
D;k rqe dksbZ tknwxj gks\¸

But in the morning
the lion’s tail was no longer orange.

It was as blue as a the brightest blue sky,
blue as the deep mountain lake where he’d soaked his paws.

“Lion, Lion!” the bird chirped, enchanted.
“How did your tail change from orange to blue?

Are you a magician?”
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The lion just smiled
and ambled over to a bush

full of shiny red berries.
They were beautiful berries, but very sour.

“Lion,” the bird chirped, making a face,
“these berries are still too sour to eat!

Why don’t you pick them when they are ripe?”
The lion just smiled,

'ksj dsoy eqLdjk;k
vkSj fiQj ,d taxyh >kM+h dh vksj c<+kA
>kM+h esa pedhys] yky&lq[kZ csj yxs FksA
csj ns[kus esa lqanj Fks] ij Fks ,dne [kêðsA
¶'ksj]¸ fpfM+;k eqag cukrs gq, pgpgkbZ]

¶csj brus [kê ðs gSa fd bUgsa [kkuk Hkh eqf'dy gS!
tc ;s id tk,a mlds ckn gh rqe bUgsa rksM+ukA¸

'ksj fpfM+;k dh cksyh le> ugha ik;kA
og fliQZ eqLdjk;kA
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thinking how much he liked
the bird’s chirping company.

All afternoon the lion picked berries
while the bird nibbled sunflower seeds nearby.

og fpfM+;k dh ckr rks le> ugha ik;k]
ij mls ml uUgha yky fpfM+;k dk

pgpgkuk cgqr ilan vk;kA
iwjh nksigj 'ksj csj rksM+rk jgkA
bl chp fpfM+;k ikl ds [ksr esa
lwjteq[kh ds cht dqrjrh jghA
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Once, when the lion stepped on a thorn,
the bird pulled it out for him.

At sundown, the lion swished his tail good-bye
and returned to his cave.

The bird settled down in her nest.
She wondered what color the lion’s tail

would be in the morning.
She wished he would answer her questions.

chp esa 'ksj ds iats esa
csj dh >kM+h dk dkaVk pqHk x;kA

fpfM+;k us cM+h lko/kuh ls
ml dkaVs dks viuh pksap ls [khapdj fudkykA

lwjt <yrs gh 'ksj viuh iwaN fgykrs gq,
okil xqiQk esa ?kql x;kA

fpfM+;k Hkh vius ?kksalys esa vkjke djus yxhA
dy lqcg 'ksj dh iwaN fdl jax dh gksxh\

fpfM+;k vVdysa yxkus yxhA
mlus 'ksj ls dbZ loky iwNs FksA
og mudk mÙkj pkgrh FkhA
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jkr dks ,d Hk;kud rwiQku vk;kA
tksjnkj vka/h pyh] ckny xjts
vkSj pdkpkSa/ fctyh pedhA
/qavk/kj ckfj'k fpfM+;k ds
?kksalys dks cgkdj ys xbZA

During the night a storm came.
Thunder crashed and lightning flashed,

Rain swept away the bird’s nest.
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Hearing the noise, the lion rushed out
and reached up into the tree

where the bird crouched, shivering and scared.
He lifted her down

and carried her into his cave,

budh tksjnkj xtZu dks lqudj
'ksj nkSM+rk gqvk viuh xqiQk ls ckgj vk;kA

og >V ls isM+ ds mQij p<+kA
ogka ij xhyh] BaMh] lgeh gqbZ

uUgha fpfM+;k Mj ls dkai jgh FkhA
'ksj us uUgha fpfM+;k dks

lko/kuh ls vius iatksa esa mBk;kA
fiQj og fpfM+;k dks viuh
xqiQk ds vanj ys x;kA
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xqiQk vanj ls xeZ vkSj jaxhu FkhA
xqiQk dh lHkh nhokjksa ij
lqanj jaxhu fp=k cus Fks &

The cave was warm
and colorful.

The walls were filled
with pictures
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of green forests, orange flowers,
butterflies, sunsets,

a bright blue sky,
and a deep blue lake.

gjk taxy! ukjaxh iQwy!
cVjÝykbZ! <yrh 'kke!
pedhyk uhyk vkleku!

xgjh uhyh >hy!
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¶'ksj] 'ksj!¸ fpfM+;k [kq'kh ls pgpgkbZ]
¶;s rLohjsa ;gka ij dSls vkb±\

bUgsa fdlus cuk;k\¸
'ksj cl eqLdjk;kA

mlus viuh iwaN dks csj ds yky jax
okys crZu esa fHkxks;kA

fiQj mlus viuh iwaN ls]
csj dh >kM+h ij pgpgkrh yky jax dh

,d uUgha fpfM+;k dk fp=k cuk;kA

“Lion, Lion!” the bird chirped, delighted.
“How did these pictures get here?”

The lion smiled,
dipped his tail into a bowl
of shiny red berry juice,

and painted a picture of the bird,
chirping on a berry bush.

The bird sang while he painted.
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'ksj fp=k cukrk jgk
vkSj fpfM+;k pgpgkrh jghA

og eqDr daB ls [kq'kh ds vkSj
jaxksa ds xhr xkrh jghA

'ksj us bruk lqanj utkjk igys
dHkh ugha ns[kk FkkA

fpfM+;k ds xhrksa dks lqudj
'ksj ea=k&eqX/ gks x;kA

lqcg rd rwiQku Fke x;kA

She sang a song without any questions,
full of color and joy.

The lion had never heard anything so unusual
and so pretty.

Just listening made him happy.
In the morning, the storm was past.
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The world shone fresh and bright.
The lion’s tail was berry red,
and the little bird knew why.
She sang her happiest song

and wondered what
the lion would paint

that night.
❐

lwjt fiQj ls /jrh ij viuh
lqugjh fdj.ksa fc[ksjus yxkA

vkt lqcg 'ksj dh iwaN dk jax yky FkkA
uUgha fpfM+;k dks 'ksj dh iwaN ds
yky gksus dk jgL; vc irk FkkA
fpfM+;k viuk xhr xkrh jghA

og lksp jgh Fkh]
¶vkt jkr 'ksj dkSu&lk fp=k cuk,xk\¸

❐
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